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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
Pride shall have a2 Fall, 
Concluded. 

Dame Gordon seemed much 
agitated, until the proud girl 
arrived, who showed evident 
marks of disgust as she step- 
ped across the neatly sanded 
floor, holding her dress up all 
the while, and stood by the 
bed, as if the clean rush-seat- 
ed chairs were not good e- 
nough for her to o¢cupy.— 
Nurse Gordon eagerly caught 
her hand, and drew her to- 
wards the pillow, and so hear- 
tily imprinted a kiss upon her 
cheek, that the incensed girl 
had no time to resist the fam- 
iliarity. But no sooner was 
she sensible of what had been 
done, than she struggled to 
free herself from this unwel- 
come embrace, and hurried 
haughtily away to leave the 
room;—for long previous, she 
had set a limit to her nurse’s 








endearments. The mother 
and Fanny looked on amazed 
at this singular scene, and 
wondered where it would end. 
As Althea was about to quit 
the room, Dame Gordoa held 
out her arms toward her, and 
said, ‘‘Oh! bring her back to 
me, childof my poor Fanny; 
she is my own flesh and blood! 
Come to me, and say before I 
die, you love your old Grand- 
mother !”’ 

“A cottager’s grandchild 
indeed!’ said the provoked 
Althea, with flashing eyes.— 
‘‘Mother, do not detain me to 
listen to the ravings of tls 
old woman.”’ ‘‘My. child! my 
own child!” shrieked the dy- 
ing woman. But every one 
thought her senses were wan- 
dering, and Mrs. Grosvenor 
suffered her daughter to retire 
into the next chamber, while 
Fanny and herself endeavour- 
ed to soothe her. 

‘‘] am not. delirious,” said 
Dame Gordon, “1 am utter- 
ing truths from the very gates 
of death, and before the lamp 
of life burns out, I beseech 
you to let me tell you all, for 





sin weighs heavily on a dying 
conscience, Oh, Mrs. Gros- 
venor!—this is your child—- 
your Althea, and she who 
scorns me, is my Fanny’s 
daughter.”’” Mrs. Grosvenor 
entreated she would hasten 
her important disclosure,fear- 
ing she might expire ere her 
task was accomplished; and 
too full of doubt to believe 
what was told her so incohe- 
rently, she wanted proof of 
the facts—-and urged her to 
tell all. At Nurse Gordon’s 
request, Althea was brought 
in to listen, but totally uncon- 
seious of the blow which a- 
waited her, she stood with 
folded arms at the foot of the 
bed, scarcely resting her 
scornful eyes on the poor wo- 
man,who fixed hers filled with 
affection on the face of her 
child. “I know you will think 
me very wicked, ma’am,” said 
she, ‘for the deceit practised 
upon you, but I have had my 
reward in the contempt of the 
being for whose sake I sold 
my peace of mind. It is need- 
less to go over all the particu- 





lars of how 1 came to be with 
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you, at the birth of your 
daughter. You know that! 
was sent for, and that after she 
was dressed and placed ina 
cradle beside your bed—you 
being too ill to notice any 
thing at that time, I left her 
under the care of a faithful 
servant of your own, while I 
ran back to iny cottage to be 
with my daughter, who was 
also sick. When I’saw her 
child, this same proud girl, ly- 
ing by her, mot an hour old, 
the wicked thought came into 
my head, to change the child- 
ren, that Fanny’s baby might 
be rich and live at ease. I 
soon contrived to effect my 
purpose, and the high-born 
Althea was dressed in the 
coarse frock of our little one, 
and conveyed safely to the 
cottage. Fanny never knew 
the difference to her dying 
day, for she too had been ill, 
and was not aware ofthe re- 
moval of her infant. I have 
been a miserable woman ever 
since, especially, when I saw 


how my own flesh and blood 


scorned me, and I tried to 
make up for my injustice, by 
giving your child every ad- 
vantage, and sure enough, 
she has been a precious treas- 
ure tome. Say you forgive 
me, dear madam,and you, my 
more than daughter, only say 
you pardon me, and I will die 
at peace.” 

They readily gave her the 
assurance of forgiveness, and 
Mrs. Grosvenor pressed her 


newly found child in her arms, . 


who hid her face on her shoul- 


der and wept. The astonish-. 


ed Althea, or Fanny Clifton, 
as she must now be called, 
became pale as marble, and 
‘ooked the picture of wretch- 





edness. How soon had she 
been cast down from the pin- 
nacle of pride! How_ bitterly 
did she feel the fall! Mrs. 
Grosvenor still loved her, and 
pitied her sincerely. She 


went up and affectionately kis- 


sing her, told her not to weep, 
for she should always live with 
her, if she lost her grandmoth- 
er—and the sweet girl who 
was to take her place, forget- 
ting allthe unpleasantness of 
their former intercourse, em- 
braced her warmly, and said 
she should ever be a dear sis- 
terto her. ‘The mortified Fan- 
ny could not answer either, 
but continuedto weep. She 
however advanced-to the in- 
valid, and asked her to forgive 
all her unkindness, and sat 
down beside the bed holding 
her hand, no longer scorning 
the rush chair, nor her grand- 
mother’s endearments. 

_ The relief of an unburthen- 


ed conscience acted like a 
charm on Dame Gordon, and 
to the astonishment of the 
party, she became better eve- 
ry hour, and was at last resto- 
red to perfect health; and 
Fanny--the once proud Fan- 
ny, became an inmate of the 
very cottage she called dirty, 
disgusting, and hateful! It 
was long’ before she became 
reconciled to the change, but 
her haughty spirit had to be 
subdued, and we hope a re- 
verse of fortune saved her 
from destruction. 

Our favorite Althea, by no 
means elated by her exalted 
station, still continued the 
calm, humble Christian. We 
have seen her--she was a de- 
voted daughter, a blessing to 
the poor, and was constant in 
her visits to her grandmother, 





as she continued to call her, 
and showed her grateful re- 
membrance of past kindness, 
by active exertions to render 
her comfortable and happy, 
and Nurse Gordon felt well 
rewarded for her care of the 
little stranger in her infant 
years. We trust her exam- 
ple will improve Fanny da- 
ring their intimate companion- 
ship, and that we shall soon 
find her also,an humble Chris- 
tian. JULIA. 





FOR MY t#*~” 
‘oungest Readers. 


LITTLE JOHNNY. 

Johnny was five years 
old. He was a roguish 
little boy. He loved to 
pull the work out of his 
mama’s hand. Once he 
threw her thread in the 
fire. When his mama 
scolded him, he laughed 
in her face. One day John- 
ny’smama went to pour 
out coffee, and the milk 
looked of a dirty colour. 
Shestirred it with aspoon, 
and found six ground- 
nuts, which Johnny had 
put init. Johnny’s ma- 
ma was not well, and it 
grieved her, that her lit- 
tle boy should behave so. 
Then his father walked up 
to Johnny, and looked ve- 
ry sternly at him, and he 
said, “Master John, this 
will not do3;”? and he took 
a piece of ribband, and 
tied Johnny’s hands, and 
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made him sit on the cellar- 
et five minutes. His 
brothers and sisters did 
not know whether to langh 
or to cry, Johnny looked 
so funny and so ashamed. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
HOG HAR TEIONICAS, 


Of all the musical instru- 
ments ever invented, proba- 
bly none has equalled ia sin- 
gularity, the odd contrivance 
of an eccentric German mu- 
sician, some years since. He 
had a set of stalls constructed, 
each large enough for a hog, 
andthrough a plank at the 
back part 6f each, was bored 
a smail hole; having selected 
a sufficient number of hogs, 
he arranged them according 
to their voices, so that the 
deep-toned grunters were at 
one end,& ascending by a reg- 
ular series, the treble-voiced 
squeakers were placed at the 
other: their tails were so se- 
cured in the holes just men- 
tioned, that by pinching the 
tailof any particular individ- 
ual, it would utter acry. By 
this ingenious and original 
expedient, he could play any 
tune he pleased. 

MUSICA. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
@n the Beauties of Nature. 


How beautiful is the face 
of Nature! How calculated 
to awaken inthe mind of the 
beholder, the utmost admira- 
tion and love, towards that Di- 
vine being, who is the author 
of all our joys. Each sea- 
son of the year presents us 
with a new and varied aspect, 
equally calculated to delight 








and charm the eye. In Spring, 
we behold the flowers emer- 
ging from the ground, each 
and all differing trom the oth- 
er, yet all equally beautiful. 
In Summer, a diversity of 
pianis, and delightful fruits, 
remind us of the goodness of 
God, towards his frail crea- 
tures. The Autumn, also, 
rich with charms, teaches us 
this useful lesson——-to prepare 
for death, which will sooner 
or later reach us all; & Win- 
ter, dear, delightful Winter, 
is superior to each of the oth- 
er seasons; its pleasures are 
innumerable, and only prized 
by those, who study the book 
of Nature. Each in turn is 
calculated to inspire us with 
that awe, and reverence,which 
is due to God. LAURA. 
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THUNDER STORWS. 


Those who have the charge of 
youth, and wish to impress them with 
the idea ofan overruling Providence, 
should beware of every exhibition of 
fear in their presence. . 
Christian Parents and Teachers, 
raise your eyes calmly to the clouds, 
and with composure, aye with se- 
renity, meet the coming flashes as 
they dart over the dark heavens. A 
start, an exclamation, an wverween- 
ing anxiety, will fix apprehensions in 
the breasts of those you love, for all 
coming time; and lop off that sweet 
trust, which teaches us that ‘‘our 
heavenly Father careth for us.” 
Explain to -the trusting group a- 
round you, even with smiles, the 
kind purposes of Providence in these 
-sammer visitations; how they refresh 
vegetation, and -purify the atmos- 
phere; then, when the storm 
over, and you look abroad on the 
verdant foliage, and inhale the pure 
breeze, you will feel that you have 
done your part in clearing the moral 








atmosphere around you; -and should | 





God think fit, to take you in one 
bright flash, without lingering pain 
and sickness, to another world, how 
much better will it be to pass away 
calmly and trustingly to his presence, 
than to be summoned thither like a 
frightened criminal... Christian Pa- 
rents and Teachers, think of this! 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*‘Camaba,’’ from Columbia, re- 
ceived. 

‘**H.’’ is requested to send the so- 
lution to his Charade. 


Should the signature ‘“‘Laura,’’ un- 
der the ‘Beauties of Nature,’’ not 
be agreeable, we shall be happy to 
inform the author of our reason for 
the change, in private. 

Several communications in our 
next. 








FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
LATIN EXTRACT. 


Mrs. Editor—As you were se 
fortunate in procuring a translator for 
my last Latin anecdote, I subjoin an- 
other, from the same author, Fronti- 
nus on Military Stratagems. It is al- 
so under the same branch of the sub- 
ject, viz. Secrecy in Military Com- 
manders. ‘The attention of your stu- 
dious young friends may not be im- 
properly invited to these anecdotes. 
The tramslation of them will furnish 
afew moments’ amusement, as well 
as an application of the knowledge 
they are acquiring at school. By way 
of comment on the following anec- 
dote, it may be-observed, that in the 
ancient Roman armies, the trumpet 
was always sounded at the moment 
of taking up the march, and the at- 
tention of every soldier was expec- 
ted to be alive tothe sound. 

Yours, BOOKWORM. 


M. Licinius Crassus, per- 
contantt, quo tempore cas- 
tra moturus esset, respon- 
dit, Vereris, ne tubam non 
exaudias? 


Office Board of Health. 
Return of Deaths in the City of 

Charleston, from the 21st to the 

28th July. 

Wuires 2. Buacxs and Cor. 
ORED 5.—Total7.. No white child. 
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The Little Boy pleads for a Mouse. 
LITTLE BOY. 


Oh, ma’, speak to pussy and kitty, 
They are dragging all over the house, 
Without any mercy or pity, 
A poor little innocent mouse. 
I hate to see such wicked cunning, 
For pussy allows it to go, 
And just as the mouse thinks of running, 
She catches and teases it so. 


And once, you can hardly believe me, 
When moussy stood up on her knees, 
And was begging for life (it did grieve me') 

Then kitty the poor thing did seize. 


MOTHER. 


My son, our old puss cannot reason, 
And therefore she is not a sinner; 
Perhaps this is not hungry season, 
And this teasing is coking her dinner.* 
But when children, my darling, are cruel, 
And injure the brutes heaven made, 
They sully the beautiful jewel, 
That with a kind heart is inlaid. Cc. G. 






































* Mice are said to become more tender, after this pro- 
cess. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 

CHABADE. 
When rosy health the blooming cheek arrays, 
And hope and transport gild our youthful days, 
My first is distant, and I here avow 
ts plainly written on the wrinkled brow. 
My se lives and moves with head and heart, 
Improv’d by culture and adorn’d by art. 
My whole, when sense and virtue are combin’d, 
Inspires esteem and veneration join’d; 
‘Taught by experience, shows the path of truth, 
And proves the guardian and the guide of youth. 


A SCHOOL GIRL, 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
PTO MY MOTHER IN HEAVEN. 


Oh Mother! now that thou art gone above, 
And thy pure spirit lives in heav’nly joy, 
I well remember all thy words of love, 
Thy looks of anxious thought on thy “‘poor boy.”’ 
Often returns thy voice upon my ear, 
Thy warning voice with mother’s earnest plca; 
I seé again start forth the silent tear, 
Which in thy hour of trouble fell for me. 
Whilst thou wert here I knew thee not as now,— 


It seem’d as if thou ow’dst me all thy love; 
My careless heart would no return allow 


or griefs which mother’s bosoms only move ;—- 
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And when in penitence I tarn’d too late, 
To heal the wounds my disobedience made, 
Death sudden came and left me to my fate, 
An Orphan wand’ring in the world’s dark shade. 


Oh! when the wild winds swept the raging mais, 
And dash’d my father on the rocky shore, 

Thy widow’d heart was broken sure in twain,— 
Affliction’s arrow then could do no moze; 

Then in thy sorrow thou wouldst turn to me, 
And clasp around thy last remaining stay, 

Still my cold heart but little felt for thee, 
My thankless heart went on in error’s way. 


Oh mother! if, as thou hast often said, 
Angelic spirits watch the ways of man, 
To guide him in the paths his feet should tread, 
Or check the course his thoughtless years began 
Look down, oh mother! from that place of rest, 
Where bliss eternal reigns without alloy, 
And hear the sorrows of my aching breust, 
Look down! and whisper peace to thy Poor Boy. 
Orpeuan House, Charleston, 1833. 








FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
OBITUARY. 


DIED—On Friday, the 26th inst. at the age of five | 
months, MARY SOMERS, daughter of the Rev. Ar- | 
THUR Buisrt, a lovely infant. 

Cradled on thy Saviour’s breast, 

Thon, dear babe, art gone to rest; 

Though no mother’s voice is near, 

He wili banish every fear, ' 

Hush thy weak and earthly ery, 

With an ange}’s lullaby, 

And bid us look beyond the grave, 

To Him, who hath the power to save. 

M. A.S8. 

Sn rn ns 
ITEMS FOR YOUTH. 


; Prince George, son of the Duke of Cumberland, is 
said to have become blind. He is fourteen years old, and 
it was thought he would have married, at a suitable age, 


the Princess Victoria, his cousin, and become King of 
England. 


Florida.—The sloop Capital, arrived in Charleston, 
with a quantity of Bananas, Plaintains, and Limes, from 
near Cape Florida; being te first shipment of West In- 
dia preductions from that quarter. 


NOTICE. 
INDERY FOR THE ROSE BUD.—Subscribers 


desiring to make up deficient numbers of the Rose 
Bud, for the current year, can obtain them, if in print, 
tuitously, by calling on the Charleston Agent; and 
those, who wish to have their sets bound, are recommen- 
ded to the Bindery of Mr. Wm. Estriux, No. 212 King- 
street, where they will be neatly aud cheaply executed. 
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